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by bonesandthebees (bonesandcacti) 


Summary 


Usually, only a brave few would make the treacherous journey to find the witch, and only if 
there were no other alternatives. More often than not, these attempts failed, and the 
adventurers would never return. Sometimes if the families of these poor souls were lucky—or 
unlucky, depending on how you looked at it—maybe they found an arm, or a leg stuck in the 
bushes near the edge of the treeline. That was the closest they’d ever get to finding a body. 


Most of the time though, the dead were lost in the whispers of the wind between the leaves. 
Left to roam the dark forest as ghosts, trapped with the very same beasts that stole their lives. 


Tommy was eight years old when the village voted for him to go into the woods and attempt 
the journey to the witch's house. 


or, Tommy is Little Red Riding Hood trying to get to the witch's house without being eaten 
by monsters along the way. 


Notes 


hey everyone I am here to gift you with another one shot! 


I wrote this literally in the span of like 2 days while putting off studying for a physics quiz. 
I'm now about to go take that physics quiz as soon as I'm done posting this so, um, wish me 
luck Imao 


I wanted to write something kind of ~spooky~ for Halloween and then I remembered little 
red riding hood and I was like, huh, has anyone done that with sbi yet? and I couldn't think of 
an example where I'd seen it (there's probably another one out there I just haven't seen) and I 
came up with this idea so here we are! anyway, that's all from me, hope you enjoy this 


tws for: brief mentions of blood, a few minor descriptions of violence 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The forest was the place where monsters lived. 


Everyone in the village knew this. They could all hear the screams coming from the shadows 
at night. They could all hear the snarls that were too voice-like to be wolves, yet too guttural 
to be human. The shadows twisted in unnatural ways, eyes blinking at you but disappearing 
once you turned your head. Every once in a while, a visceral scream could be heard in the 
dead of night, and it was common knowledge that the only thing you could do would be to 
lock your door tight until the sun rose again. 


There was only one reason anyone would willingly enter the forest, and that was if they were 
seeking out the witch. 


There was a faint trail that wound under the creeping branches and over mossy logs. It was 
lined with wildflowers that swayed in time with the rustling in the bushes, and during the day, 
dappled sunlight would paint shadows across the dirt in the prettiest shapes. If one followed 
the path, refusing the stray and avoiding the monsters lurking in the shadows, they could 
make it to the witch’s hut. 


No one knew how long the witch had lived in the forest for. The few who had visited him 
over the years said he was friendly, willing to offer aid if given appropriate compensation. 
And his aid was oh so worth whatever payment he requested. Potions that could heal stab 
wounds in seconds, charms that could ward you against any surprise attacks, weapons and 
tools imbued with enchantments to make them unbreakable and more powerful than any 
normal weapon you could forge. 


The only hard part about getting the witch’s help was actually getting to his cottage, nestled 
in the heart of the forbidden forest. 


Usually, only a brave few would make the treacherous journey to find the witch, and only if 
there were no other alternatives. More often than not, these attempts failed, and the 
adventurers would never return. Sometimes if the families of these poor souls were lucky—or 
unlucky, depending on how you looked at it—maybe they found an arm, or a leg stuck in the 
bushes near the edge of the treeline. That was the closest they’d ever get to finding a body. 


Most of the time though, the dead were lost in the whispers of the wind between the leaves. 
Left to roam the dark forest as ghosts, trapped with the very same beasts that stole their lives. 


Tommy was eight years old when the village voted for him to go into the woods and attempt 
the journey to the witch’s house. 


The winter had been a bad one that year. A sickness swept through the village, crippling the 
young and killing the elderly. They had lost so many by the time the snow began to melt, 
with the sickness still ravaging the bodies of many others, that there was no question about 
this being the type of situation to use a last resort. 


Someone in the village had to try and go to the witch’s house and beg him to make a cure. 
But with everyone in the village either being sick or needing to take care of sick family 


members, it was a struggle to decide who would have to take the risk. 


When it came down to a discussion, they considered who didn’t have any living family, on 
the off chance the chosen one didn’t make it through alive. 


Tommy had been orphaned at a very young age, and was well-known for getting onto the bad 
side of every shopkeeper in the village. It wasn’t that he /iked stealing (well, maybe a small 
part of him did), he didn’t do it for fun! It was just that some nights he was so hungry that he 
couldn’t sleep, and his stomach would twist in pain while he waited for someone to offer him 
a job so he could get dinner, so he’d steal a bread roll or maybe an apple in the hopes that it 
would give him enough energy to last another day. 


But the shopkeepers didn’t like that he stole from them. And the farmers didn’t like it when 
he tried to sleep in their sheds. And the families didn’t like it when, instead of smiling and 
begging sweetly for a spare coin, he’d get upset at their patronizing tones and disgusted looks 
and sneer at them to keep their stupid fucking money because he didn’t need pity. 


No one in the town liked him. He didn’t have any family that would miss him if he were to 
die. So it really wasn’t a surprise when there was a landslide majority to have Tommy be the 
one to venture into the forest to try and find the witch’s hut so the village wouldn’t be wiped 
out by the sickness. 


They all told him it was his chance to prove himself. His chance to earn his keep in the 
village. If he could make it through the woods and back with the medicine they so 
desperately needed, the different villagers had pooled together their meager resources with 
rewards for him. The blacksmith offered to let Tommy stay in her old tool shed, while the 
baker said he’d give Tommy a loaf of bread every two days for the rest of the year. He would 
have a place to sleep, and food to eat. It was more than Tommy had ever been promised in his 
entire life, and he knew after nearly freezing to death last winter, he wasn’t going to make it 
through a second time. 


So he agreed, despite how the very thought of stepping into those dark trees made his heart 
seize like someone was squeezing it in their fist. 


It was the morning he was set to leave. The sun had barely crested the horizon, outlining the 
mountains in bright shades of orange and pink. It was chilly out despite the snow having 
melted weeks ago, and Tommy’s breaths were puffing out in front of his face in tiny white 
clouds. 


There was a small group gathered te-make-sure-he-didn-tiryto+tun to see him off. One was 


the baker, one was the blacksmith, and another was the tailor. Each of them had sick family 
members at home that were waiting for the witch’s medicine, and were staring at him with a 
mixture of pity and desperation in their gazes. 


The blacksmith knelt down first. “Stick to the path, and don’t get distracted. As long as you 
keep your eyes in front of you and go as fast as you can, yov’ll make it to the witch’s hut 
before you know it,” she told him, her dark eyes meeting his own. Then, she reached into her 
pocket, and pulled out a shining, iron ingot. “This will be your payment to the witch. It 
should be more than sufficient.” Tommy nodded, the ingot heavy in his hand. 


After the blacksmith moved away, the baker took her place. 


“Take this with you,” the baker said, handing him a wicker basket with a linen cloth tucked 
towards the bottom. “I packed a bread roll for you to have for lunch. It’s a bit burnt, but it 
should fill you up.” 


Nodding, Tommy placed the ingot in the basket next to the bread roll as the baker moved 
away. 


Lastly, there was the tailor. 


“Poor child, you look like you’re about to freeze solid,” they said, digging into their satchel. 
“Here, this will keep you warm.” They pulled out a bundle of bright red fabric and gently 
placed it over his shoulders, latching a silver clip in the front before pulling the hood over his 
head. It was a cloak, and the fabric was soft, yet heavy enough to block out the icy chill from 
the wind. 


“Thank you,” Tommy muttered, his heart pounding louder as he got closer and closer to his 
doom. 


“No, thank you,” the tailor whispered, looking apologetic as they stood up to join the other 
two. 


And then... it was time. 


Tommy shot one last fearful look at the adults, his heart pounding out of his ears as he turned 
to face the forest. 


The shadows were twisting in the early morning gloom. Although he was sure it was just his 
imagination, he could’ve sworn he saw a hulking figure in the distance, just for a split 
second. 


Then, there was a shove at his back. The blacksmith, urging him forward. Tommy swallowed 
down his fear and forced his leaden feet to move forward. One step at a time, he approached 
the edge of the treeline. 


He didn’t want to do this. He didn’t want to get eaten by monsters. He was too small to 
outrun any real monsters, no matter how fast the villagers told him he was. If he ran into the 
Beasts of the forest, he was done for. 


But... food, shelter. The village no longer hating him. Getting to save those poor, sick people. 
He had to do it. It was the only option. 


Biting back a whimper of fear, Tommy forced himself to step on the path before freezing in 
place, expecting something to jump out at him the second he was past the treeline. 


There was a beat of silence. And then another. 


“GET A MOVE ON, BOY!” The blacksmith shouted from behind him. 


And then, he was off, running along the path with his heart in his throat. 


His ragged boots pounded against the dirt and moss, kicking it up behind him as his eyes 
darted between the trees, desperately searching for any signs of the beasts. His lungs burned 
the further he ran, the basket the baker gave him thumping painfully against his hip. 


By the time the treeline was far behind him, Tommy’s legs were screaming and his heart was 
thumping so loudly in his chest, he knew he had to stop. Stumbling over his own feet, he 
barely managed to keep himself upright as he slowed to a complete stop, desperately sucking 
in air for his pained lungs. 


Eventually, he caught his breath. Straightening up, Tommy looked around the forest properly 
for the first time since he’d left the treeline, and he was shocked to realize it was actually... 
pretty? 


A mix of bare branches and baby green leaves just budding in time for spring rustled above 
his head, catching in the morning sunlight and glittering with dewdrops. Mushrooms dotted 
the forest floor, nestled amongst tree roots that spilled out from the dirt like an ancient 
creatures’ tentacles. Along the edges of the path, Tommy could see wildflowers springing up 
in different shades of yellows and oranges and vibrant reds. The flower stalks bent in the faint 
breeze that pushed between the tree trunks, making them look almost as if they were dancing. 


Maybe... the forest wasn’t so bad. At least not in the daytime. 


But Tommy knew he couldn’t trust that. Even if the forest looked inviting, it held dangers 
that Tommy was certainly going to get all too familiar with if he stuck around for too long. 


So instead he wrapped the red cloak tighter around himself, and continued down the path, 
albeit at a much slower pace than before. 


As the morning moved on, the path was bathed in the sunlight passing through the trees 
overhead. Tommy noticed a few shadows passing over the ground from birds flying between 
the branches, and the tension in his shoulders began to relax as he listened to the familiar 
croaking of crows, glancing up to the trees every once in a while to see their beady black eyes 
watching him. 


Then, there was a much larger shadow that passed over the path, and Tommy froze. 


He heard the flapping of wings above his head, but it was far too loud to be a crow. Although 
a part of him wanted to look up, to see what could be circling him from above, his eyes 
stayed firmly on the ground. 


IfI cant see it, it cant see me. If I cant see it, it cant see me. If I can t see it- 


Tommy’s self mantra (that he knew wasn’t true but was pretending to believe anyway) was 
cut off when the shadow passed above him again, much larger than it had been before. He 
could feel the whoosh of wind from the beating wings, and fear seized his body as he realized 
it was right above him. 


There were legends about certain types of beasts that lived in the forest. One was known as 
The Crowfather. A monstrous crow-humanoid creature that would peck your eyes out and 
scatter your insides between the trees for the other crows to feast on. 


This had to be it. This had to be the Crowfather. 
Tommy had to get out of here. 


Without thinking, Tommy ducked away from the break in the tree branches above his head, 
darting off the path and careening into the woods. He could hear the wings behind him, flying 
towards him, trying to catch him. Tommy sprinted as fast as he could, jumping over downed 
logs and gnarled tree roots, further away from the sunlit path and deeper into the shadows 
beyond. 


The flapping got louder. Tommy kept running, his lungs screaming for air again as his cloak 
flared out behind him. The Crowfather was going to get him. It was going to kill him and eat 
him and oh god he was going to die here wasn’t he- 


So focused on not tripping over his own feet, Tommy didn’t see the obstacle in his path until 
it was too late. 


He ran directly into something solid, and fell backwards onto the ground with a loud thump! 
His back was sore from where it had slammed against the dirt, and his vision spun as he tried 
to see what he’d run into. Maybe a tree? 


It took a few moments for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. But when Tommy finally 
realized that the thing he ran into definitely wasn’t a tree, he let out a blood curdling shriek. 


Because the figure in front of him was humanoid, but was also so very inhuman at the same 
time. 


It was hulking. A massive, towering figure that easily could’ve picked up three Tommy’s 
without breaking a single sweat. It had broad shoulders and hands that were probably the size 
of Tommy’s head. Long tusks curled from its lips, and in the gloom of the shade, Tommy 
could just barely make out that its long, braided hair was a soft shade of pink. 


But the part that caught Tommy’s attention the most were its eyes. 


Glowing, blood red eyes were staring directly at him from behind a literal boar skull the 
creature wore on its head, and Tommy felt more fear in that moment than he’d ever felt 
before in his life. 


This had to be the Boar. One of the other feared beasts in the forest besides the Crowfather, 
the Boar was known for being even more vicious than its fellow carrion-eating beast. 
Encounters with it were said to end in blood being splattered all across the trees and leaves, 
with so little to find of the body that it was a futile attempt to even try to scavenge the 
remains. 


Tommy couldn’t breathe. The Boar was staring at him. The Boar was standing right in front 
of him, staring at him. The Boar was going to kill him and dismember him and fuck fuck fuck 
this was such a bad idea. 


The Boar didn’t move. Adrenaline raced through Tommy’s veins, and he jumped to his feet to 
try and sprint away as fast as he could. 


He didn’t even make it ten feet though before his foot caught on a tree root and he was sent 
straight into the ground. His knee slammed against a rock and he yelped in pain, falling 
backwards and scrambling back against a tree trunk as the Boar walked towards him. 


His heart was pounding in his ears. His breathing was coming in short gasps. Pain radiated 
from his knee, and he clenched his jaw as the beast came closer and closer, its lumbering 
footsteps pounding against the ground. 


“P-Please don’t hurt me, fuck shit please I’m sorry I intruded, I'll leave, I'll leave right now I 
promise just please-” Tommy knew his rambling was useless. No one even knew if the Boar 
could understand Common, and even if it could, it’s not like it would care. Tommy was prey, 
and this was the predator. He had intruded on its territory, and he was about to pay the price 
for it. 


The Boar came closer and knelt down on the ground in front of him. Tears were streaking 
down Tommy’s face as the tusked creature reached for his bleeding leg, and he wondered if 
he was about to get his leg ripped off or something because god fucking dammit wouldn’t 
that just be the shittiest way to go? 


Tommy was frozen, and could only watch as the creature reached out one of its huge, clawed 
hands, and gently rubbed its thumb over the bloody scrape on his knee. 


He waited. He waited for the things grip to tighten. For it to use its hands to crush his bones 
into dust. 


It didn’t. Instead, it looked up from the scrape and into Tommy’s eyes again, and Tommy 
could make out blood on the maw of the skull it wore. 


“Please don’t hurt me,” Tommy whimpered. 

The creature stared at him for a moment, its glowing red eyes unblinking as it met his gaze. 
Then, it nodded, before reaching into its pocket and holding out... an apple? 

Tommy frowned. It looked like a perfectly normal apple. Bright red and shiny as could be. 
Why the hell would the Boar hand him an apple? 


“You're, um, giving this to me?” Tommy stammered, unsure if he should reach forward to 
take it. 


He almost jumped out of his skin when a deep voice responded. 


“Yes. You look hungry,” the Boar said, its voice somewhat reminiscent of a growl. 


Tommy’s jaw was clenched so hard, he was convinced he might break his teeth. “Are you, 
uh, trying to fatten me up so you can eat me?” He asked, his voice trembling. 


The Boar shook its head. “No, I don’t wanna eat you. Way too scrawny.” 
“But-But you’re gonna kill me?” 

The Boar shook its head again. “No.” 

Wh- huh? 


Tommy was so confused. So terribly and utterly confused. Why the hell wouldn’t the Boar 
kill him? 


It had to be a trick. The creature was lying to him. Trying to get him to take his guard down 
so it could strike when Tommy least expected it. 


Gripping the apple tighter in his hand, Tommy stiffened as the creature looked down at his 
bleeding leg again. 


“T think I have a bandage in here somewhere,” the creature muttered to itself, turning away to 
look in the satchel it had on its hip. 


Oh fuck no. Tommy wasn’t falling for that. 


Deciding to use the moment of opportunity, Tommy rolled off the tree root he was sitting on 
away from the Boar, and leapt to his feet as he sprinted back the opposite way he came. The 
basket—which somehow had stayed with him during this entire ordeal—was still thumping 
painfully against his side, and he tossed the apple in there with the iron and the bread roll as 
he made a mad dash away from the Boar. 


He kept expecting to hear thundering footsteps behind him. Or a voice shouting for him to 
get back there. But the only thing Tommy could hear was the croaking of crows overhead, 
and his own panicked breaths. 


By the time he stumbled back onto the sunlit path, he almost sobbed in relief. Although he 
kept glancing back into the shadows off the path to see if the Boar had followed him, there 
was no sign of the creature anywhere nearby. 


Tommy must’ve lost him. 


He collapsed to the ground on the main path, leaning back against a moss-covered log, and 
took a minute to catch his breath. As the static of panic in his head cleared, Tommy tried to 
figure out what the Aell that had all been about. 


The Boar hadn’t attacked him. He hadn’t even tried to hurt him. Instead, all he gave him was 
an apple and said he wanted to bandage up his leg. Although Tommy winced when he saw 
the trail of blood staining his shin, he hadn’t exactly liked the idea of letting the Boar patch 


him up, only to probably kill him right afterwards. He wasn’t dumb enough to fall for that 
trick, even if it didn’t make much sense. 


Still. It had to be a trick. 


As his breathing slowed, Tommy looked up at the sky between the branches, and saw that the 
sun was almost directly overhead. It was almost noon now, meaning he only had a few hours 
left to try and get to the witch’s house before dark. 


Tommy didn’t want to get up again. He didn’t want to walk further into the forest that had 
already proved itself to be just as dangerous as the legends said. He didn’t want to push his 
luck any further. He just wanted to go home. 


But... home to where? It wasn’t like Tommy lived anywhere in the village. He just slept 
outside, in old fox dens or in sheds when he knew the owners wouldn’t notice. It wasn’t like 
he had anyone who would care if he was gone. That’s why he was chosen for this after all. 


Tears burned in his eyes as he watched the branches sway in the breeze. If the Boar had killed 
him just then, the only thing the villagers would care about would be about the iron ingot he 
still had in his possession. No one would care about a little boy with his limbs scattered 
between the bushes. 


He wanted to go home, but he didn’t even have a home to go to. He longed for a home that 
didn’t exist. A home where someone was waiting for him to come back safely from the 
forest, ready to wrap him up in a blanket and whisper reassurances in his ear that he was 
okay, he was safe. 


It was stupid. Stuipd and childish. Tommy knew better than to let himself have stupid hopes 
like that. 


He had to take care of himself. It’s how it had always been, and how it was always going to 
be. 


After a few more minutes of wallowing, Tommy finally forced himself to get up. He winced 
at the pain in his knee, but after taking a few test steps, he realized it wasn’t as bad as it 
could’ve been. Sure, he’d be a bit slower than before, but as long as he kept up a steady pace, 
he should still reach the witch’s house before sunset. 


He limped slowly down the path, listening to the crows croak their ugly songs above his head 
while he munched on the bread roll the baker had given him. It was tough to chew because of 
the burnt edges, but it was filled with hearty nuts, so Tommy was glad for that at the very 
least. 


When he finished the bread roll, he still felt a pang of hunger in his gut. Glancing down in the 
basket, he saw the shining apple still sitting there, looking completely harmless in the 
sunlight. 


He shouldn’t eat it. It could be poisoned for all he knew. Maybe that had been the Boar’s 
plan. To get him to eat his tricky ass apple so he could knock Tommy out and take him back 


to his evil lair, or watch him die a slow and painful death by poisoning. It was the only thing 
that made sense. 


Although the apple looked fine, and his stomach was still growling... 


Tommy grabbed the apple and tossed it into the bushes before he was tempted to bite into it, 
just for a taste. It wasn’t worth the risk. He’d survived on less than a bread roll before. He’d 
be fine to make it to the witch’s house. 


More time passed as the sun got lower in the sky. Tommy’s leg was really throbbing now, and 
he wondered if he’d be able to negotiate with the witch for some healing medicine so he 
could use it on his leg. If the iron ingot was more than sufficient like the blacksmith said, it 
shouldn’t hurt if he just asked for a tiny vial of healing potion, right? 


Well, Tommy would have to wait and see. 


As he continued walking, he noticed something was off, and his steps faltered once again. He 
frowned, looking around to try and pinpoint what was wrong. There were no shapes moving 
in the shadows, there was no sign of the Boar anywhere nearby. No rustling in the bushes 
either. 


Wait. 
The forest was silent. 


The crows that had been croaking constantly for the past few hours had fallen completely 
silent. That’s what was wrong. 


Tommy stiffened, ready to look at the trees to see if any crows were watching him, when 
suddenly all the crows cried out at once. There was a flurry of wing flapping as dozens of 
crows flew out of the trees above his head, and Tommy looked around frantically, trying to 
see what they were fleeing from. 


When he met a pair of eyes watching him from a nearby tree, he suddenly understood. 


The creature was crouched on a low hanging branch, pitch black wings spread out behind it 

like some sort of cape. Its hands were black and had long talons curling out from each of its 

fingers, and when Tommy’s eyes trailed up, his breathing hitched when he met the creature's 
eyes. 


Black feathers dotted the thing's face, trailing up its cheekbones and surrounding a pair of 
pure, black eyes. Surprisingly, its face was framed by wispy blonde hair that fell to its chin, a 
stark contrast to the pure black feathers that completely surrounded it. 


“Hey mate,” the creature said, its sharp smile sending shivers down Tommy’s spine. 


Tommy tensed, his heart already pounding in his ears again as he prepared to make a break 
for it just like he’d done with the Boar. Sure, maybe he’d managed to escape the Boar, but the 
Crowfather could fly, and he’d catch him in no time. But even then, Tommy still had to try. 
Had to stop the creature from plucking out his eyes with those razor sharp talons of his. 


“Don’t worry, I’m not gonna hurt you,” the creature reassured, seemingly noticing the way 
Tommy was tensed to run again. 


“Yeah fucking right,” Tommy snapped, already backing away from the tree the Crowfather 
was in. “Like I’m gonna believe that!” 


Although there were a lot of ways the Crowfather could’ve replied to that, Tommy was 
shocked when it laughed. 


“That’s very fair, I can see why you wouldn’t trust that. But I promise I have no interest in 
eating a little kid, especially not one that’s complete skin and bones like you are,” the 
Crowfather explained. 


Tommy frowned, remembering how the Boar had given the same logic about Tommy being 
too skinny to eat. He knew he was skinny, but he was almost kind of offended they didn’t 
even think of him as good enough to eat. Of course he didn’t want to get eaten, but hearing 
that you weren’t even considered a decent meal for a monster was a little offensive, no? 


“Fuck you bitch, I’m not a little kid,” Tommy spat out without thinking, frowning at the 
monster. “If you’re not going to kill me, what the hell are you talking to me for?” 


He stiffened immediately, realizing how he just taunted the Crowfather itself. But then it 
laughed again, and Tommy found himself even more confused than before. 


“You're a fiery thing, aren’t you?” It seemed amused, grinning at Tommy with teeth that were 
far too sharp to make the expression comforting. “I’m just curious as to what you’re doing 
here. I’ve never seen the village send a child into the forest. I want to know why.” 


Should Tommy explain the sickness in the village to the Crowfather? It’s not like it would 
care. Although it could take that as a sign that it could attack the village directly since 
everyone was weakened, Tommy had never heard of either the Boar or the Crowfather ever 
leaving the forest. He wasn’t even sure if they were able to. 


“They... they needed someone to go to the witch’s house,” Tommy explained, tightening his 
grip on his basket handle. “To get medicine for the village. People are sick.” 


The Crowfather tilted its head at that, considering Tommy for a moment. Then, in one swift 
motion, it flapped its wings and landed right in front of him on the path, making Tommy 
shriek and stumble backwards. The Crowfather reached out and steadied him with one of its 
clawed hands before he could fall, and knelt down so they were eye to eye. 


“You know, this is a very brave thing you’re doing,” the Crowfather said gently, lifting up 
one of its talons to trace Tommy’s cheek. 


Tommy’s blood roared in his ears. A part of him was terrified the monster was going to claw 
his face off, but the other part was so, so tempted to lean into the touch. He couldn’t 
remember the last time someone had touched him without the intent to hurt. 


“The witch is very kind. He’ll take care of you when you get to him,” the Crowfather 
continued after a beat, tugging on the edge of his red hood before pulling its talons away. 
Then, its wing curled around its shoulder, and it reached back to pluck a glossy black feather 
near its shoulder. Smiling at him again, the Crowfather tucked the feather into Tommy’s 
basket, before rising back up to its full height. “I should get going now. Just stay on the path 
and you’ll be at the witch’s house before you know it. You’re not far now.” 


And before Tommy could respond, the Crowfather lifted off the ground with a loud flap of its 
wings, flying up and above the trees, disappearing into the bright spring sky. 


Once again, Tommy was alone. 
Once again, he’d survived meeting one of the beasts of the forest. 
Once again, Tommy was left feeling so confused, yet not as afraid as he’d been before. 


He stared at the black feather tucked into the basket. Picking it up, he ran his fingers along 
the soft edges. It was evidence that that was real. That he had really met the Crowfather, and 
the creature hadn’t killed him. He didn’t want to say the thing had been kind, because how 
was a beast capable of kindness? But that was the only way Tommy could think to describe 
the interaction that had just gone down. 


The Crowfather had been kind to him. The Boar as well. It could just be a trap, to get Tommy 
to trust them so they could trick him before they ate him. But if they had wanted him dead, 
they both could’ve killed him ten times over already. 


It didn’t make sense. 
Tommy decided to continue on the path. 


He didn’t have any more mysterious run-ins with monsters after that. The crows returned to 
their croaking, and there was no more movement in the trees save for the occasional squirrel. 
Tommy kept an eye out of course, but as the sun got lower in the sky, he found himself 
relaxing more and more. If they hadn’t killed him yet, they most likely weren’t going to. It 
just didn’t make sense. 


By the time the witch’s house came into view, Tommy’s leg was throbbing, and his feet were 
burning in their boots. His eyes spotted the tiny cottage made of cobblestone nestled in 
between two towering trees, with a small garden in the front and a thin chimney that had a 
soft plume of smoke rising from it. 


Crows littered the roof of the house, blinking at Tommy with beady eyes and croaking loudly 
as he approached. Tommy was walking towards the house when he heard a voice, and noticed 
a figure crouching over the garden next to the front door. 


“Oh fuck off! I know what I’m doing,” a man’s voice exclaimed, only to be met with the 
croaking of a crow as a reply. “I’m not pulling this out wrong, you don’t even have fucking 
hands so don’t try to tell me how to pull weeds.” Another croak. “Now that’s just uncalled 
for.” 


No one had ever really described what the witch looked like, and Tommy never understood 
why until now. There was no description needed, because you could tell just by looking at 
him that he was who you were looking for. 


Magic practically radiated off of him. His eyes seemed to swirl with shades of honey, 
sometimes matching the coffee brown curls that fell over his head, sometimes not. He was 
extremely tall, and although he wasn’t as tall as the Boar, he was closer to that thing’s height 
than anyone else Tommy had ever met. His tall frame was draped in flowing, dark fabric that 
glittered like stars in the night sky, rippling with even the slightest of movement. 


But there were less human features to him as well. Black stains that reminded Tommy of ink 
trailed down his fingers and onto his wrists. His ears were pointed, and decorated with 
glittering jewels. When the witch turned his head in Tommy’s direction, he could see a 
similar black rot like what was on his fingers spreading up his neck, as if he’d had ink 
injected directly into his veins. The black veins went from his neck all the way up to the 
edges of his eyes, and although it should’ve unsettled Tommy, his eyes were such a nice 
shade of honey that he couldn’t find it in himself to be unsettled by anything about him. 


As soon as the witch laid eyes on him, he blinked a few times, as if taken aback. 
“What the fuck?” 

Well that was kind of a rude way to greet him. 

“You got a problem?” Tommy asked without thinking, scowling at the witch. 


The witch didn’t seem phased by his sharp tone. “You’re a child,” he said, instead of 
answering Tommy’s question. “What is a child doing in my forest?” 


“T’m not a child!” Tommy shot back. 


“You're definitely a child. You look like you’re ten years old and that’s being generous,” the 
witch said, raising an eyebrow at him. “Did you come from the village?” 


“Where the fuck else would I have come from?” Tommy snarked. 


“I dunno. You could’ve been raised by wild raccoons or something,” the witch replied, 
grinning now. “Certainly seem feral enough.” 


“Oi! I’m not feral!” Tommy argued. “I’m here for the village to buy shit from you, but this is 
terrible customer service!” 


The witch laughed at that, and it was a hearty sound that made Tommy want to join in too. 
But no, he was mad at this witch for being a bitch. A bitch witch, if you would. So he didn’t 
laugh. 


“Apologies for the lackluster customer service. I just don’t usually work with clients that are 
as young as you,” the witch explained. Then, he turned to one of the crows on the roof, and 
scowled at it. “You should’ve told me we had a child coming!” The crow croaked back, and 


the witch rolled his eyes. “Oh don’t give me that. You knew full well he was here, didn’t 
you?” 


“Um... are you talking to the crow?” Tommy asked, glancing between the crow and the 
witch. 


The witch nodded, not looking away from the crow he was frowning at. “Yes, we are. The 
crows here are supposed to warn me when I have customers coming, but today they all 
decided to be little assholes and not say a damn thing to me.” The crow in question croaked 
again, and the witch held up his middle finger at it. 


Tommy eyed one of the crows, meeting its beady black eyes and realizing there was far more 
intelligence in that gaze than he’d first thought. It made sense, he supposed. The witch could 
do all sorts of fantastical things. Talking to animals must just be par for the course. 


Just then, an icy breeze threaded through the trees, promising the chill of nighttime as the sky 
began to fade from blue to orange. A shiver ran down Tommy’s spine, and the witch’s 
expression faded from annoyance to something more concerned. 


“Oh shit, you've gotta be freezing. Let’s get you inside before it gets dark,” the witch then 
said, opening the front door and gesturing for Tommy to come inside. 


Tommy let the witch guide him inside, and he didn’t even realize the tension he’d been 
holding in his shoulders until the door shut securely behind them. He’d made it. He’d 
actually made it to the witch’s house alive. 


But he didn’t get a chance to think about his relief for long, because his attention was quickly 
grabbed when he saw the inside of the witch’s cottage. 


It wasn’t a very large space. The main room acted as a kitchen, dining room, and living room 
complete with a fireplace. There were three more rooms connecting off the main area, but the 
doors were shut, not letting Tommy see what was behind them. But Tommy didn’t really care 
about what those rooms were because he was far too focused on just how much stuff was 
crammed into the main area. 


Every surface seemed to have some strange object or plant thrown onto it. Dried herbs hung 
from the ceiling with twine, along with a few crystals that glittered in the light of the 
crackling fire. The dining table was covered in papers, some with handwriting that was 
completely indecipherable, others that were actually legible and seemed to be different kinds 
of recipes. Glass bottles filled with sparkling liquids lined the shelves near the fireplace, the 
potions swirling with so many different colors it made Tommy’s head spin. There was also a 
desk shoved against one of the walls, covered in different jars labeled with things like nether 
wart and fermented spider eye. 


The house was extremely messy, but Tommy found himself liking it a lot. It felt lived in. He 
could easily picture the witch opening up the jars of spider eyes, wrapping twine around the 
herbs to let them dry, hunched over the dining table to write down a new recipe. 


“Here, sit by the fire, you look like you're about to freeze solid,” the witch said, guiding him 
past the dining table and straight to the couch. 


He plopped Tommy down on the cushions and reached for a hand-stitched blanket to wrap 
over his cloak. The blanket was heavy, and quickly shook away the chill that had been 
lingering from outside. 


Then, he took the basket from Tommy’s hand and placed it on the ground next to the couch, 
not even bothering to look at what was inside. So far, he hadn’t asked what Tommy wanted to 
buy from him, and while he wouldn’t put it past the witch to somehow know what he was 
here for, he figured he would have mentioned something about the medicine by now. 


“Uh, so should I tell you what I’m here for?” Tommy said after the witch had straightened up 
again. “I don’t really know how this works.” 


“Nah, we don’t need to get into business just yet,” the witch shrugged. “I was actually about 
to have dinner, if you want some?” 


Tommy’s eyes widened. The witch was going to feed him? For free? 


“T, um, don’t want to impose,” Tommy stammered, although his stomach had been aching 
ever since he threw out the apple the Boar had given him. 


The witch frowned at this. “You walked all day through a very dangerous forest to get here. 
The least I could do is feed you,” he scoffed, ruffling Tommy’s hair before he made his way 
over to the kitchen. 


Twisting around on the couch so he could still face the witch, he watched as the man walked 
over to the stove where there was a large pot seated over an open flame. Then, he grabbed the 
wooden spoon that was sitting next to the pot and stirred it around a few times, nodding to 
himself as he sniffed at whatever was inside. 


“I can make a potion for just about anything you can think of, but I’m actually kind of shit at 
cooking, so sorry in advance for the stew I’m making,” the witch said as he turned the flame 
off and grabbed two bowls from a shelf above his head. “What’s your name, by the way?” 


“Tm Tommy.” 


The witch smiled as he ladled some kind of brown soup into a chipped bowl. “Nice to meet 
you, Tommy. I’m Wilbur.” 


Tommy blinked at that, eyes widening at the witch. He had a name? No one in the village had 
ever referred to the witch as Wilbur. He’d only ever been The Witch. 


He said as much to Wilbur, who laughed as he carried both bowls over to the touch. 


“I mean, usually I don’t introduce myself to the people who come to visit. Most of the time 
they’re either in such a rush they don’t bother with introductions, or I just don’t like them 
enough to give them my name,” he explained as he set the bowl down on Tommy’s lap, 
before settling down on the couch next to him. 


“So that means you, uh, like me?” Tommy asked, certain that Wilbur had just slipped up. 


“Well, you curse like a sailor and told me I’m shit at customer service, so yeah, I’d say I like 
you so far,” he said easily. 


Oh. That was unexpected. Sure, it wasn’t going to last for long, because anyone who got to 
know him would tell you he wasn’t the kind of kid people liked to be around. But for now... 
it was nice to hear. 


Tommy hoped that Wilbur didn’t question his red cheeks as he turned his eyes down to his 
food. 


It was mushroom stew. Sliced up mushrooms that had likely been collected from the forest 
floated in a creamy broth, and when Tommy took a sniff of the steam curling around his face, 
his mouth watered. 


Immediately he took a giant spoonful of the stew, wincing when it burned his mouth, but 
having to hold himself back from moaning at the taste. It was some of the best soup he’d had 
in years, and as he swallowed the first bite, a wave of warmth rushed through him from the 
inside out. 


“The fuck do you mean you’re not a good cook? This is amazing!” Tommy exclaimed, taking 
another huge bite and ignoring the way it burned his tongue. 


“T’m glad you think so, but I’m really not,” Wilbur said, taking a bite of his own stew before 
frowning at him. “Jesus christ, when was the last time you ate?” 


Tommy almost dropped the spoon in the bowl as he froze. Shit. He was being rude. The 
villagers always told him that, right? That he was rude and ungrateful for the gifts people 
gave him. He should at least try to be polite and use proper table manners, especially when 
the witch had been kind enough to give him dinner in the first place. 


Setting the spoon down, Tommy shrunk back into the corner of the couch. “Sorry,” he 
whispered. “PI eat slower.” 


Wilbur’s eyes widened as he shook his head. “Shit, no, I didn’t mean that at all! Eat as much 
as you want, I was just worried because you were eating like you were starving.” 


Tommy glanced up again at Wilbur, looking for any sign that he was upset with Tommy. But 
instead, all he saw was worry in his golden eyes, and figured that probably meant he wasn’t 
mad at him. 


As Tommy slowly took another bite of the soup, Wilbur spoke up again. 
“Did you eat anything today?” 
“Um... I had a bread roll,” Tommy answered while chewing on a mushroom. 


“Only a bread roll?” Tommy nodded, and Wilbur frowned. “That’s not a lot of food.” 


Tommy shrugged. “I’ve gone days with nothing to eat at all. A bread roll is pretty damn good 
by my standards, big man.” 


Wilbur’s frown deepened as he stared at his own bowl, before glancing back at Tommy’s. 


“Let me get you a second serving,” he said, taking Tommy’s near-empty bowl out of his 
hands and going back to the kitchen to fill it up again. 


Tommy ate as much of the second bowl as he could, until his stomach was screaming in 
protest at being so full. When he realized he wasn’t going to be able to finish it, he gave 
Wilbur a sheepish apology, expecting the witch to scold him for wasting his food. 


But instead, Wilbur reassured him it was no problem at all, he had plenty to spare anyway. 
Then, he took both their bowls back to the kitchen and set them in the sink, as if there was no 
problem at all with the fact that Tommy still had half a bowl left of stew. 


As Wilbur meandered back into the living room, Tommy sunk into the cushions, feeling a bit 
boneless right now. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so warm and full. Even with 
the monsters wandering the woods outside, he somehow knew he was completely safe here 
with Wilbur. Nothing could find him and eat him when he was sitting in front of this 
fireplace, with his red cloak and Wilbur’s blanket wrapped around his shoulders. 


“So,” Wilbur began as he settled himself back onto the couch, making Tommy straighten up 
so he could be ready to talk about the business he was here to negotiate, “how was your walk 
here?” 


Oh. That’s not what Tommy thought they were going to talk about. 


“Um... it was okay,” he said, stiffening as he remembered the Boar’s blood red eyes, or the 
Crowfather’s talon tracing his cheek. 


“Are you sure? Because the forest can be a scary place,” Wilbur said, giving him a soft look. 
“Most adults who pass through here come to my door already scared shitless. It’s alright if 
you were scared.” 


Tommy’s breathing hitched. He wasn’t supposed to be a scaredy cat. He was a Big Man. 


But... it had been exhausting to be so terrified all day. And Wilbur sounded like he actually 
cared if Tommy was okay. 


And maybe, just maybe, Tommy was desperate to believe that someone could care about him, 
even if it was a witch he’d only just met. 


“It was... kind of scary,” he admitted, his voice cracking a bit at the end. 
“Did something happen?” 


Tommy clenched his jaw. Should he tell Wilbur that he saw the Boar and the Crowfather? It 
still didn’t make sense how he’d survived both of those encounters, and while he wanted to 


think that Wilbur would believe him, he also wasn’t sure he wanted to face the scrutiny of 
Wilbur doubting he was telling the truth. 


So instead, he glanced down at his leg. “I hurt my leg,” he said softly, pointing to the dried 
blood on his knee. 


Following his gaze, Wilbur gasped. “Oh fuck! Why didn’t you tell me sooner?!” Jumping to 
his feet, he rushed over to one of the shelves lined with swirling potions, and grabbed one 
that was a soft, glittering pink. 


Kneeling in front of Tommy, Wilbur grabbed a small cloth and poured a bit of the pink liquid 
onto it. “This is gonna feel weird for a second, but it’ll help,” Wilbur told him, gesturing to 
the potion. 


Tommy nodded, and watched as Wilbur gently wrapped the damp cloth around the scrape. A 
strong tingling sensation began as soon as the potion touched his skin, and while it felt very 
weird like Wilbur warned, it didn’t hurt. 


“We can just leave that on there for a little bit and it’ll heal up real quickly,” Wilbur 
explained, tying the cloth around the back of his knee. 


“Thank you,” Tommy whispered. 


Nodding, Wilbur pushed to his feet, re-corking the potion and placing it back on the shelf. 
Then, he sat down on the couch beside Tommy again, wringing his hands in his lap. There 
was a moment of silence between them, and Tommy waited for Wilbur to say whatever was 
on his mind. 


“Tommy, can I ask you something?” He finally asked after a few beats. Tommy nodded, and 
Wilbur took a breath. “Did you... run away from the village?” 


Frowning, Tommy whipped his head to meet Wilbur’s eyes. “What? No, of course not.” 


“Then why were you in the forest? Everyone in the village knows how dangerous it is, so I 
can’t imagine them willingly letting a child as young as you walk all the way here on your 
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own. 


Biting his lip, Tommy dropped his eyes back to his lap. “There’s a sickness going around the 
village. It’s killed some people, so they needed someone to come here to ask for medicine 
from you. They ended up voting for me to go.” 


Wilbur’s eyes narrowed. “They voted for you to be the one to come here?” The swirling 
honey in his eyes had darkened, and Tommy might’ve been imagining it, but he swore the 
black veins along his face got darker as well. 


“Yeah, I don’t have any family so they-they thought it made the most sense. I could’ve said 
no, if I really tried to say no they wouldn’t have forced me. But they said it was a chance for 
me to prove myself. To prove that I can actually be useful. They said they’d start giving me 
food and stuff if I did it, so I agreed,” Tommy explained, wringing his hands together. 


Suddenly, there was a loud pop! from the fireplace as one of the logs cracked in two, making 
Tommy jump in his seat. When he glanced back at Wilbur, he saw the man had a similar fire 
flickering in his eyes. 


“T see,” Wilbur said quietly, nodding as he took a moment to mull over the information. 
There was a tense line in his shoulders now. 


“Are you mad at me?” Tommy asked, curling a bit further into himself. 


And just like that, the flames flickered out of Wilbur’s eyes, and he shook his head so fast his 
hair flopped over his eyes. 


“No no no, that’s not it at all,” he reassured him. But his shoulders were still tight, and his 
hands were still curled into fists. Tommy wasn’t stupid. 


“You don’t have to lie to me. I’m not a stupid baby, I know I fuck up a lot,” Tommy said, 
sounding a bit harsher than he meant to. “You’re angry, so tell me what I did wrong so I 
won’t do it again.” 


“T’m not mad,” Wilbur sighed, clenching his fists in his lap for a moment before looking back 
at Tommy. “Can I just... Can I hug you?” 


Tommy blinked. He was asking... if he could hug Tommy? 


He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been hugged. Let alone been asked permission if he 
was okay with it. 


The witch was weird, Tommy decided. He was weird and did a lot of things Tommy didn’t 
understand. 


But even if he was weird, he still found himself nodding to give him permission. 


Immediately, warm arms wrapped around him, tugging him close into Wilbur’s side. Tommy 
found his head being tucked into Wilbur’s shoulder, and he shuddered at the unfamiliar 
sensation of just having someone touch him. Not hit him. Just hold him close. Like he was 
something precious. 


“You are extremely brave,” Wilbur told him, running a hand through his hair. Tommy noticed 
that Wilbur’s blackened fingers were ice cold compared to the rest of his body, but it wasn’t 
something he found he minded very much. “You did so good today going through the woods, 
and I swear I’m not mad at you. I’m furious at the village for sending a child through the 
forest, knowing full well the dangers you'd be facing.” 


“But I agreed to go,” Tommy argued. “I wasn’t forced.” 


“Trust me, you should’ve never been put in that position in the first place,” Wilbur insisted, 
combing through the knots in Tommy’s hair with his cold hands. 


As confused as Tommy was right now, he had to admit, this felt nice. Really really nice. He’d 
never had someone talk in such a gentle voice to him, carding fingers through his hair and 


telling him he was brave. Strangely enough, his eyes began to burn, wanting to tear up even 
though he wasn’t sad. If anything, he was the opposite. Wilbur was one of the kindest people 
he’d ever met, and he was already starting to worry about when he was going to have to 
leave. 


Oh god. He was going to have to leave soon, wasn’t he? And making it through the forest 
once was lucky enough, but making it through twice was unheard of. Once he left Wilbur’s 
cottage, it was probably going to be the last time he saw the witch. 


That thought alone was enough to make the tears start falling down his cheeks, and he shoved 
his face further into Wilbur’s shoulder to try and hide it. 


Wilbur noticed the way his shoulders shook though, and made a soft crooning noise as he 
pulled Tommy closer. 


“It’s alright, Toms. You’re safe here,” Wilbur reassured him. 


“But I don’t-” he hiccuped, trying to slow his breathing down so he could speak properly. He 
didn’t want to leave this place. He didn’t want to go back in the forest, to make his way down 
the twisting path only to go back to a village where people berated him for taking advantage 
of others. Not when he knew a place like this existed. “I don’t want to leave.” 


Wibur’s fingers stilled for a moment, and Tommy waited for him to pull away. He was 
dreading it, but he knew it was coming. 


Then, 
“You don’t have to leave. Not if you don’t want to,” Wilbur told him. 


Sniffling a bit, Tommy pulled his face out of Wilbur’s shoulder so he could meet his eyes. 
“What?” 


“Tve been considering getting an apprentice recently. Someone to teach magic to,” Wilbur 
told him, giving him a soft smile. “You seem like you have the spark for it. If you want, that 
can be you. You can live here with me and I can teach you everything I know about magic.” 


Tommy’s eyes widened. He... he could stay? And he could learn magic? 


It was like a dream come true. Never in a million years would he think the witch would let 
him stay, let alone teach him about magic as well. 


He might’ve expected to be hesitant to leave the village. But there was no one there that 
really cared for him. If he went back now all he was going to get was a meager bread supply 
and maybe a dirty shed to live in. Even though the village was the only place he’d ever 
known, he’d already felt more at home in this tiny little cottage over the past hour than he 
ever had anywhere else in his entire life. 


He wanted to say yes. He wanted to tell Wilbur yes so badly. 


But... there was one small issue still. They were in the middle of the forest, where monsters 
roamed right outside the door. Even if Tommy felt safe inside here with Wilbur, and even if 
the Crowfather and the Boar were kinder to him than many humans he’d met before, he 
doubted he’d be lucky enough to survive a second encounter with the two of them. They may 
have been kind once, but that wouldn’t last. They were monsters after all. 


“But what about the monsters?” Tommy asked, glancing at the front door. ““Won’t they try to 
eat me?” Sure, maybe they didn’t want to eat him while he was still a kid, but if he stayed 
here longer, he’d certainly be pressing his luck. 


To his surprise, at the mention of the beasts, Wilbur chuckled. “I think the monsters are the 
last thing you need to worry about.” 


Tommy frowned. “What do you mean?” 


Before Wilbur could answer, there was a heavy knocking at the door. Tommy startled at the 
sound, curling further into Wilbur, who didn’t seem worried at all. 


“Come in!” He called. 


Tommy looked over Wilbur’s shoulder as the front door creaked open, and his breath caught 
in his throat as he watched the Crowfather and the Boar step into the cottage. 


No. No no no. Tommy thought he was safe here. He thought that Wilbur would keep him 
safe, but Wilbur wasn’t doing anything, only watching as the Boar had to duck under the 
archway to fit through the door, letting it click softly shut behind him. 


Both the monsters lumbered across the cottage towards the couch, and Tommy whimpered as 
he pressed himself against Wilbur. They were going to kill them. He was wrong, Wilbur 
couldn’t keep him safe. Now they were going to die and it was probably because Tommy led 
the two of them here. 


In the flickering light of the fireplace, the Boar’s red eyes seemed to glow even brighter, 
while the Crowfather’s seemed even darker in contrast. While Tommy couldn’t see the 
Boar’s mouth, he could see the Crowfather’s, and the Crowfather was smiling. 


“Shh, don’t worry,” Wilbur told him, squeezing his shoulder gently. “They’re not going to 
hurt you.” Despite the two inhuman beasts standing in front of the couch now, Wilbur seemed 
completely calm, smiling at the monsters as if they were old friends. 


“He’s right, we’re not going to hurt you,” the Crowfather said, kneeling down in front of the 
couch. 


“Sorry if I spooked you earlier, kid,” the Boar apologized, sounding strangely sheepish. 
What? 


Tommy’s head was spinning. Nothing about the Crowfather and the Boar had made any sense 
to him, not based off the rumors he heard. They were supposed to be vicious killers, and if 
the blood staining the Boar’s skull were anything to go by, they still were. So why weren’t 


either of them trying to kill him? They hadn’t tried earlier today, and they weren’t doing it 
now either. 


“I-I don’t understand,” Tommy whispered, hiding his knees under his cloak as he pressed 
closer to Wilbur. 


“They’re my family,” Wilbur said, making Tommy’s eyes nearly bug out of his head. 
“They’re not going to hurt either of us.” 


People had always wondered how the witch managed to live safely in the forest with the 
beasts roaming about. Most had assumed he had protection charms, or was able to fight off 
the monsters thanks to his magic. But this was something no one had ever considered before. 
That the reason the witch never had to worry about the monsters was because he was a 
monster himself. 


Tommy looked at Wilbur again, noticing the pointed ears, black veins, unnaturally glowing 
eyes. Were witches human? That was something he’d never thought to consider, but the more 
he stared at Wilbur, the more he was certain that witches were something else entirely. 


“You're not human,” Tommy whispered. 
Wilbur shook his head. “I was once, but I haven’t been for a long time.” 


This should’ve scared Tommy. He should’ve seen how he was sitting in a den full of 
monsters and tried to run as fast and far as possible. 


But... Wilbur’s arms around him were still warm. The Crowfather was still smiling at him. 
The Boar still had yet to make a threatening move towards him. 


Maybe these monsters weren’t going to hurt him. 

Maybe he’d already left the real monsters behind the second he entered the forest. 
Maybe he could take a chance, and things would turn out okay. 

Taking a shaky breath, Tommy turned to look back at the Crowfather and the Boar. 
“I’m Tommy,” he introduced, trying to keep his voice steady. 

Somehow, the Crowfather’s smile got wider, and the Boar let out a pleased hum. 
“T’m Phil,” the Crowfather said. 

“And I’m Technoblade, but you can call me Techno,” the Boar added on. 


Phil and Technoblade. They had names. They weren’t just the Crowfather and the Boar, but 
they were people. 


“Technoblade is kind of a stupid name,” Tommy said without thinking. 


Immediately, Phil and Wilbur burst into laughter, while Techno just sighed and shook his 
head. 


“You’ve got a point. It is pretty fucking stupid,” Wilbur teased. “Like, what the hell does 
Technoblade even mean?” 


“Oh shush, you’re not one to talk Wilbur,’ Tommy shot back, and the man let out another 
surprised laugh. 


Although his heart was pounding in his chest, Tommy couldn’t stop himself from smiling. 
“Wilbur is a perfectly fine name!” He argued. 

“Hm, sure it is,” Tommy hummed, pretending to look judgemental. 

“So is my name acceptable?” Phil then asked, mirth dancing in his all black gaze. 


“Well, Phil is still a pretty fuckin’ lame name for a weird bird monster, but it’s better than 
these two,” Tommy said, finding more confidence in his words the more they laughed. 


Phil chuckled and grinned at him, razor sharp teeth glittering in the firelight. “Y’know, Pll 
take it.” 


Slowly, the tension in Tommy’s body began to unwind, and he found himself relaxing against 
Wilbur once again. Wilbur noticed the change and loosened his hold on Tommy, his icy 
fingers returning to his hair. 


“So Toms,” Wilbur said once the laughter had died down, “what do you say to my offer?” 


Phil and Techno made identical questioning noises, but Wilbur didn’t bother to explain as 
Tommy thought the offer over again in his head. 


He’d stay in the woods, living in this cottage with Wilbur and presumably Phil and Techno 
too. Three monsters and a human boy. Wilbur would teach him magic, and maybe there’d 
come a point where his eyes glowed bright blue and his fingers were stained black as well. 


Surprisingly, Tommy was alright with that. 
“Yes,” Tommy said softly, nodding his head. “I want to be your apprentice.” 


Wilbur beamed and hugged him again, and the warmth had returned to Tommy’s chest full 
force. 


Although Tommy’s smile faded as quickly as it came as he remembered something that had 
slipped his mind. 


“What about the village though? They still need their medicine,” Tommy said, wondering if 
he was going to have to go back through the forest to bring it to them. He supposed he 
wouldn’t mind as much now, at least with the knowledge that the two most dangerous things 
in the woods weren’t going to eat him. 


“Don’t worry about it. We’ll take care of them,” Wilbur reassured him, although there was 
something dark in his voice that Tommy couldn’t place. 


While Tommy was tempted to push it, to question why Wilbur didn’t exactly sound happy 
when he said that, another part of him told him that it was better for him not to know. Wilbur 
had made it clear that he wasn’t happy with the village for sending Tommy into the forest, 
and maybe Tommy wasn’t happy with them either. 


Maybe that made him selfish. Surrounded by monsters though, he found he really didn’t care. 
“You'll be happy here,” Wilbur whispered to him after a few beats. “I'll make sure of it.” 

A clawed hand was placed on his shoulder, while an even larger hand ruffled his hair. 

“We’ll make sure of it,” Phil corrected. 

And Tommy believed them. 

The forest was the place where monsters lived. 


Everyone in the village knew this. They heard the screams, they heard the snarls. The beasts 
that lived in between the shadows never left the safety of the trees, until one day when their 
wrath was incurred. Blood stained the ground for years, and the villagers learned their lesson 
about sending children into the forest unaccompanied. 


There was only one reason anyone would willingly enter the forest, and that was if they were 
trying to go see the witch and his apprentice. 


The witch was not always kind. Sometimes he would curse those who displeased him, 
unafraid to throw hexes at the ones he deemed unworthy of help. His apprentice—sometimes 
called the Red Witch because of his cloak—was somewhat kinder, although his crude words 
and biting tongue made up for the harm he refused to do with his magic. 


But the witch and his apprentice could be kind too. The witch could give you glittering 
potions and the apprentice could give you charms imbued with the purest form of luck. 


The witch, his apprentice, and the forest itself showed no mercy to those it deemed cruel. But 
for those it liked, it was a sanctuary. A place where the monsters were kind, where sunlight 
bathed your face, and where magic sparked like electricity in the air. 


The forest was terrifying to outsiders, but home to the monsters it housed. 


And that was just the way they liked it. 


End Notes 


HUGE shoutout to my beta Darling for helping me fix a shit ton of Wilbur's dialogue, I was 
just struggling to capture his voice for some reason in this au but after I went over it with her 
and getting some suggestions from her I managed to make it feel much more like him, so I 
owe her my life Darling I adore you sm 


ANYWAY hope you guys enjoyed!! I had a lot of fun writing this (and as you can tell I really 
like describing the forest in pretty ways) please let me know what you thought down in the 
comments! I read all of them and they really make my day <3 


hmu on tumblr and twitter @bonesandthebees <3 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


